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THE ROYAL PROFESSOR.

We grant altho’ he bad much wit,

He was u-rz shy of using it.

Beside "tis known he could speak Greek,

As naturally as pigs squeak :

That Latin was no more difficile

, Than to & blackbird *tis to whistle.

. He was in logic a great eritick,

: Profoundly siilh-ll in analy tick.

For Rhetorick, he could not ope

His wouth, but out there flew a trope.

In Mathematicks he was greater

] Than Tycho Brahe or Eira Pater ;

. For he by geometrick scale

| Could take the size of pols of ale ;

Resolve by sines and tangents straight,

H bread or butter waated weight,

And wisely tell, what hour of the day

The clock does strike, by Algebra,
Hupisuas.

Some persons think that all mankind
are born with mental capacities alike.—
How preposterous the idea! that, when
the mass of inert matter is wrought into
innumerable diverse forms, and when an-
imated existence appears under every
specification uf color, figure and energy,
that immaterial and divine essence, the
mind, should exist in all rational beings
exactly the same, evincing no modifica-
tion and discovering itselfin but one de-
velopement ; and that all the grades of
intelligence are purely adventitious—the
o effects of circumstance, education and ob-
| servation.

h Consult Nature! Behold the great hi-
e § erarch of day, eldest of the suns of light
when God said, * Let light be, and light
“Q was,” and then contemplate the pale etar
that gews the coronal of night—from the
mountain, whose proud head o’ertops the
4 1 clouds, turn to the lowly plain and more
is | lowly valley—f{rom the lion-hearted sea,
m § whose roar is heard around the globe,
-4 turn to the purling rivulet—from the un.
wieldy Kraken of the North to the spor.
we || tive shrimp—from the elephant, beneath
to | whose tread the earth quakes, to the chir-
7 | ping grasshopper—from the soaring con.
dor, that cleaves the storm-cloud, to the
tiny midge that quivers, like a moth, in
the sunbeam—({rom the mountain oak to
the pliant ozier—f{rom the blazing dia.
mond to the dull and opaque sand-stone,
and by analogy of reason, as you run
through the different genera and species,
and the innumerable shades of variety in
the same species, you must come to the
irresistible conclusion, that the Creator
has specified in man every grade of intel.
ligence,—diversified by various degrees
of power, brilliance, and energy—the ma.
jestic intellect that is calculated to grasp
the universe—the patient investigating
mind, slow yet successful in inquiry—the
penetrating mind that, like a sunbeam, at
a glance comprehends truth—and the dull,
opaque mind, that neither has light of it.
self nor can reflect the light of others.
But without any process of reasoning,
observation must establish the fact, that
there is an infinite disparity in the minds
of different individuals ; for many, pos-
sessed of every fucility for expanding their
intellects and devoting their days and
nights to unremitting study, are never
able to attain to distinction ; while others,
not enjoying like advantages and bestow-
ing less attention, rise to eminence and
obtain an enviable fame among men. And
this difference of mental ability is alike
{ obvious, whether we look at the great
arena of intellect, the world, where often
by mere mental energy, the obscure hind
has risen above nobility itself, to sway the
rod of empire—or, at the crad/e of intel.

ub- Fylect, the gymnasium, where the carcless
ply fJand erratic, though gifted son of genius,

bears away the scholastic prize from the
dull and plodding student.

But to our stery. Aud now smile not,
gentle reader, when you find the above
philosophical reflections designed as an
mtroduction to the “short and simple an-
nals of the poor ;" for one of the princi-
pal persona dramatis of our story, though
munificently endowed with the riches of
the understanding, was pour in outward
tircumstances. Clara Lawson was the
laughter of humble and obscure parents.
ller mother was a native of New York,
and, after a short acquaintance, married
in EBnglishman, greatly her scnior in
veats, who, after living with her about
liree years, converted what moveables
she had into money, and abandoning his
wife and infant daughter to the charities
fthe world, embarked for New Orleans,
where he fell a victim to the diseases of

the ¢himate and his own licentiousness.

Clara’s mother thus stripped of every
thing, had no friends to whom she could

de- Sapply, but was dependent upon her cwn
' W exertions for a precarious subsistence.—
. #l "he occupation wtich she adopted was
— Jll"at of a washerwoman ; and, although
ber earnings were small, she was enabled
Y a striet economy to provide for her.
his W%I/land child fare sufficient, though home.
wve v and procure comfortable attire, though
“ Wl the coarsest fabric. Time passed on,
d she was generally known throughout
' e city as the * melancholy washerwo-
man with the pretty child;” for from the
iands of no other did the linen come as
] jurely white, or the frill or ruflle as neat-
v plaited. And never was any epithet
tetter applied thau the gbove to Clara and
' fier mother ; for the face of the one was
Motionless as the soa of oblivion, while
tat of her child wus like a rivulet flash.
— Q"% in sunlight and dimpled by the solt
: ingers of every zephyr.
y Pl
are [he melancholy of Mrs. Lawson had
oll  @fothing in it of dissatisfaction with out-
¢ gVard circumstances, or of repining at la-
,';0_ bor vo which her constitution was unaqual
nt; W7 was the deep settled gloom of a mind

Wiere the sun of hope had ceased to shine

—0laheart whose warm feelings unkind-

ardent, and attributing to her suitor ex-
cellencies that, in him, had only an im-
aginary existence, gave her hand to him
with all the devotedness of woman’s first
love; and when the clouds of error were
dissiputed, and the creations of fancy gave
way to painful truth; in the midst of un-
kindness she endeavored to  hope aguinst
hope ;" and even when he had abandoned
her and her infant, continued to cherish
the recollection of him who had won her
carly affections; as the ivy enfolds the
rumed, rotten trunk of its early embrace.
Her bruised spirit would have sunk be-
neath the pressure of sorrow, but mater-
nal love nerved up her strength, and ena-
bled her to make exertions for her child
that she could not have made for herself.
Often when she would have fainted over
her wash-tub with fatigue, the sight of
Clara, as she sported over the green with
a countenance like an angel, inspirited
her, or her innocent laugh as her little
arms plashed in the water playing with
the soap-bubbles, or her soft voice as she
hummed the infant hymns her mother had
learned her.

Modest merit is unobtrusive of its griefs
and is permitted to suffer, while forward.
ness is hearkened to and relieved from its
very importunity. Although the thin
form of the heart-broken woman for four
years was seen gliding Like a spectre
along the streets, during the week, laden
with the clothes of her daily toil, and her
little ehild with piles of linen, over which
her bright locks fell in ringlets like sun-
beams on flakes of snow ; and although
every Sabbath they occupied the same
humble seat at church, no one had inqui.
red into their destitute condition, nor had
endeavored to put them intoa way of ear-
ning a livelihood more suited to the moth-
er’s fuiling strength. “ The melancholy
washerwoman and her pretty child” came
from the lips ol many, as before, but was
a sentiment ef the lips, in which the heart
had no share. It created no charitable
desire to cheer the melancholy of the one,
or shield the frail, unprotected beauty of
the other from the hardships and snares of
an evi! world.

Paler grew her cheek, slower the step,
and more stooped the figure of the lone
daughter of sorrow, yet with her wasted
hands, worn through the skin by attrition,
she continued late and early to ply her
accustomed labor, while deeper and dee-
per shadows spread over her countenance
—the dull twilight of life darkening into
the night of death.

It was a morning in May ; the sky was
flushed with the rosy tints of the rising
sun; and the hum of the distant eity ;
with the gush of waters and the song of
birds, came like the music of enchant-
ment on the (resh air, scented with the
breath of the flowers ol spring. Every
thing around smiled in the beauty and
peacefulness of KEden. Deeply did Mr.
Letour and his warm-hearted lady drink
the influence of all that surrounded them :
for the virtuous and charitable alone are
calculated to enjoy the caim beauties of
nature. They had risen earlier than
usual, had continued their walk beyond
the precincts of the city, until they came
to the humble suburban habitations of the
poor. The sun had not risen, yet the
smoke was curling up among the cluster-
ing boughs of the weeping-willows from
the fire in the open air, where, beside the
spring, the slender form of the washerwo-
man bent over her daily task. They had
often marked the sorrowful countenance
of the deserted woman as she and her lit.
tle daughter took away weekly and retur-
ned the clothes which they gave her; but
the peculiar hardness of her fate had not
presented itselfto them until, in their mor-
ning ramble, they saw the unmitigated
toil to which she was subject, and con-
trasted her cheerless poverty snd wake-
ful labors with the extravagant and indo.
lent day-slumbers of the wealthy. [f the
luxurious inhabitants of the city would
give to morning exercise the hours they
waste in feverish sleep, and witness the
hardships and the toils which the poer,
late and early, have to undergo for a
scanty subsistence, how often would pride
and haughtiness learn a lesson of humili-
ty—how often would avarice listen to the
dictates of charity, and the glow of be.
nevolence expand the breast that wraps
itself up in its own narrow interest.

Asthey approached the humble cottage,
the eries of a child, from the thick bower
of willows, arrcsted their attention.  They
proceeded hastily to the spot from which
the noise came. The water was bub-
bling in cauldronus over a brisk fire—con-
fused heaps of dry clothes dotted the green
grass over, likeislands—there lay mas.
ses that had already been washed, in twis-
ted rolls piled together—there stood the
tub with its contents from which the ex-
cited bubbles had scarcely disappeared,
and beside it lay extended the washerwo-
man, as she had sunk down from exhous-
tion—pale, motionless, stiffening in deatn,
Beside the corpse was her little child, with
her face buried in her arms, weeping
aloud. In the firm grasp of the dead was
a crumpled letter that she had received
that morning, which told the story of her
woes. It bore the post.mark of New Or.
leans. The letter was from her husband,
and was full of touching penitence for the
manner in which hie had behaved to her,
and entreaties for her forgiveness. The
conclusion was by another person that
gave an aceount of his death.  Labor and
ill health had reduced her form to a mere
skeleton—hope, the oil of life, was ex.
tipet, and the sudden excitement had
quenched the feeble light of existence, as

vbes had congealed. She was young and

| the gentlest brecze extinguishes the dy.

ing snuff that flickers in the socket. Res.
toratives were resorted to, but in vain—the
sufferer had reached that peaceful elime
where the ““ weary are at rest.” ‘The
dead was committed to the tomb, and her
orphan child found a home in the family of
the charitable Letour.

Clara was now in her eighth year, and
was taken by Mrs. Letour into her nur-
sery to assist her in taking care of her
young children. She had received from
her mother some elementary instruction,
and was able to read with considerable
ease. Madame Letour had been educa.
ted in Paris, and was a woman ot hand.
some acquirements, having, besides a

Europe, an acquaintance with the ancient
classics, together with the belles-lettres.
She spent the half of each day in the nur.
sery with her children, inslructing them.
Thesprightliness and good sense of Clara
soon sttracted her notice ; she made her
a pupil with the class of her own daugh-
ters, and in the different studies 1o which
she directed her attention she was pleased
to see her make sastonishing progress.
During five years Clara continued in the
family, doing service half the day, and
devoting the residuc to study, and ia that
time ubtained an educhtion such as few
young ludies had then an opportunity of
geiting. She was tall and well grown
for her age, and her countenance was
ever it up by intelligence and cheerful-
ness. If she had any faults they wereo
those of excessive energy of character,
and of her mixing with the world in her
infancy ; a confidence bordering ou for-
wardness ; a lively perception of the ludi-
crous, and a keenness of wit and satire
that, while it excited wonder, created
fear.

About this time, a certain Miss Marga-
rette Lawson, and antiquated maiden lu-
dy on the wrong side of fifty, the eldest
and only surviving sister of Clara’s father,
came over {rom England. She found
out her interesting niece m New York,
and took her to reside with her in one of
the little villages in the western part of the
State, which for sake of convenience, we
will call Bloomingville. [How much so-
ever Miss Margarette might resemble her
brother in features and national prejudi.
ces, she certainly had nothing of his ex.
travagance—for a more sparing house-
wife never lived : and, by a rigid stinting
of table and wardrobe, she had not only
kept unbroken the principal of a small
bequest made to her in her more girlish
days, but had laid up also some guincas
of the interest. Some few dresses of
coarse grey stuff, comprised all her every-
day wearing apparel—while a rusty silk
gown, venerable enough in cut and color
to have belonged to her great-grandmoth
er, with a black silk-hooded mantilla,
made upgher dress of state for extraordi-
nary occasions.

Four ycars passed away in the village
of Bloomingville, and Clara had grown
up to womanhood, and a beautiful and
interesting girl she was, truly —yet she
seemed a flower destined to * waste its
sweetness on the desert air!” for her
high-toned sentiments and mental acqui.
sitions were ill understood by the inhabi-
tants of the village in which she lived,
who were noted for a plainness and sim.
plicity bordering on stupidity. Reader,
take an exumplu, and “ex uno disce om-
nes.”  Shortly after Clara came to Bloom-
ingville, she asked one of the rustic
beaux of the place if he liked novels.
“Novels! Novels!” responded the in-
terrogated, “can’t say, for [ never eat
any, but I'll tell you what, I'm tremen-
dous at a young ’possum.” The reader,
no doubt has met with this anecdote twen.
ty times; but as there is the same inter-
est in determining the place of origin of
a good story, as of fixing the birth place
of a great man, I am sure he will feel in-
debted to me for establishing its locality,
although it 1s not likely that as many ci.
ties will sirive for the honor as contended
for the glory of giving birth to Homer.
The school-master of the place, a tall
handsome personage of twenty-four, was
the only one, in any degree, able to ap-
preciate Clara’s abilities: yet Reading,
Writing, and a limited knowledge of fig-
ures, Grammar, and Geography, were the
radius that described the cyclopadia of his
lore. The slight preteasions which Her.
man Lincoln had to learning, established
something like a community of feeling
between them, which soon grew intoa
warm attachment.

I hope my readers will not hastily con.
clude to despise my humble hero of the
birchen-rod—but will recollect that, in
1800, (to which date the above history
belongs,) the village school.-master who
could read Dilworth’s Spelling Book and
the Psulter, and cypher through Gough’s
Arithmetic, was no inconsiderable person
—uand if; in addition to these, he had a
smattering of Grammar and Geography,
and could survey and plot a field, was
set down asa prodigy. To resume, how.
ever, Herman certainly was the only one
of any intelligence or reading in the
place, and he had drawn upon Fimself the
envy of the young rustics, on account of
supplanting them in the affections of the
village belle, though their envy had noth-
ing of bitterness in it, for he had grown
up among them, and his amiable disposi-
tion prevented any feeling of the Kind.
The months ol July and August were
a busy season;—and, as the youngsters
were too much engaged in harvesting to
attend to books, Herman took advantage
of the recess of school to visit the West,
where he had some fiiends. Ciara found

the village rather duller than usual, after

Y MORNING, NOVEMBER
|

knowledge of the modern languages of |

he had gone, and availed herselt of his
absence to pay a visit to the friend of her
childhood, Madame Letour, in New York.
She was received with the greatest kind.

| ness by her benelactress; and, alter spen-

ding seven or eight weeks in a very de-
lightful manner, returned home, vearing
many little presents that she bhad recei.
ved,—and, among others, ull the neces.

:snry cosmetics, perfumes, powders, &e.
| &e. fora fashionable toilet.

These, to
be sure, were not needed to deck Cilara's

| peerless beauty ; but Madume Letour was
)

a French won.an, (which is another name
for rouge,) and delighted in perfumes ;
and human nature is so constituted, that
in making presents, our sell-luve ofton
induces us to present what we prize, with-
out cousulting the taste or the circumstan.
ces of others,

Important changes often occur in the
space of a few weeks. During Clara’s
short absence, revolutions, to her highly
important, had taken place in the small
village of Bloomingville. The sun was
nearly set, asthe stage rolled in sight of
the place. The eyes of the maiden were
directed to the el trees, through which a
%:limpsc was caught ol the school-house,
The door opened. The swarm poured
forth, with laugh and song, and merry
shout, and hats and bonnets tossed in air.
And now the maiden’s heart fluttered, and
the coior came and went on her delicate
cheek—and now she caught the ghmpse
of her—could it be '—her own Herman.
The figurc emerged from the shade. It
was not the tall manly form of her lover,
but stood i the light, in outline, more
like a short, thick sack of wool, than a
human being. But was he the teacher !
Was there no other person in the room?
Did not that mall white-washed log cab.
in of twenty feet by twelve, contain one of
more estimation, in her view, than all the
opulent proprietors of the princely piles
ot brick and marble that she had seen in
New York? No! The locking of the
door-—the bundle of boeks under his arm,
and the pompous, philosophical strut of
the steanger dispelled all her hopes, and
left but lLittle more to doub® or fear. Her
lover was dead, dismissed, or Yad remo-
ved forever—a fresh instance of the in-
coustancy ol mankind—even a parting
farewell unsaid.

As she came near, a group of children
who were behind the rest, and who secm-
ed to be particularly intent on their books
as they walked along, confused voices
reached her, like the hum of becs; and
presently she could distinguish hic, hac,
hoe, lujus, hujus, hwjus——bonus, bona, bo-
num, boni, bona, boni—spero, speras, spe-
rat, speramus, speratis, sperant, &c,, but
O tempora! O mores! such pronuncia-
tion—such barbarous Latin had never
been heard since the days of Romulus!
I should mention that the inhabitants of
Bloomingville were a m'xed population.
There was the deep guttural accent o
the German, the broad lrish, and the
stammering American wmouthing Latin.
The sounds, mingled together, were like
the confusion of Babel, or the yell of
triple-headed Cerberus himsell, It was
past all doubt. They had a new master,
and a linguist.

Clara enotered the house with a melan-
choly heart. Scarcely had she embraced
Aunt Margarette, before the old lady, in
breathless haste, informed her that *“they
had gotten rid of that fool of a fop, Lin-
coln, what knew nothink at all, and had
gotten in his place an English gentleman,
a royal prophesier of all kinds of lurnen
——what knew every thing. Lincoln wnit
on that he was sick, in delicate health,
and expected to came as soon as he got
well: but you see, Clara dear! they
warn’t going to wait, but ook the royal
prophesier.” Clara could scarcely re-
frain from tears-—yet indignation ut the
manner in which Lioncoln had been trea-
ted, and irritation at the language of her
aunt, gave lier energy, and she replied to
her aunt in a warm manner, * Professor,
[ presume you mean, aunt '——and, as the
geutleman professes every thing, | would
prophesy that he knows nothing. | sup.
pose that he is some boasting blockhead |
that has come 1o this country to prevent
his Acad from being brought to the block.
He is certainly no gentleman to under-
mine another, especially while he is confi-

nod to a bed of sickness. [ cannot see
why people should be so foolish as to
drive from among them those they know,
and take in strangers, about whose tal.
ents and morals they know nothing, as if
no one had any brains or worth, unless
he came from over the sea.”

“ And why ar’nt it so, Miss?”' Dun’t
the choice of everything come from over
the sea—wines and silks and the like, and
why hain’t the folks there more bruins too?
Ar’ut they more * lightened 7 »

“Why, as to that, | can’t say,"” replied
Clara, “ but if they have more brains over
the sea, most persons take care to have
their heads lightened of a large portion—
for I generally find them as addle.pated
as you seem to think the Americans.”
Clara here perceived a treiendous cloud
on aunt Margarette’s brow, and hastened
to escape from the torrent of abuse that
followed ; but, as she tripped up stairs 1o
her room, she heard repeated the words
¢ impudent—fool—und personal "flections,
The nextmorning Clara was confirmed
that she was correct in the estimate which
she had made of the Professor’s abilities,
by the perusal of the following card, which
her aunt produced :—

A CARD.—Henry Hardigan, Royal Professor |
from London, where be has taught several of the |

princes of the blood and nobility, aunounces to th"i
public that he hus taken the Academy in the village

28, 1838,

ot Bluomingvilie, where ke wiil teach the following
branches . Outhography, Kaligmphy, Beachygra-
phy. Reading and Geography, Numenies, Opties,
Katoptrics, Hydrostaties and Poeusiatics, Algebia,
Fluxions, and Saxcopontine Construetions, the Ma-
thematics analynically, synthetically, and grometn-
caliy, Demonology, Paycbology wmd Mythology,
Ontology and Dontology.  Also, allthe anciont and
modern Languages, togethier with whatever is com-
prebended in the most extended evela of the eyclo-
pendin of mit and scionce.  Groat attontion paid 4o
the morals of the pupils, and the muost polite pes
fections and genuflections of the polished courtier
mstilled.  Terms moderate,”

It was true the faithful services of
young Lincoln were forgotten.  Parents
| were anxious to procure (or their childeen
the blessings of an education which they
had not themselves; and, with a pitiable
credulity, which is sull an American cha.
racteristic, cxalted a foreigner over one
identifiod with their own interests and ho-
nour. The Royal Professor was engaged,
and the inhabitants of the village of Bloo.
mingville expected the goddess of Wisdom
to break a shower of knowledge over the
place, as Jupiter had formerly done a show
er of gold over the Rhodians,  Plain Bn-
glish and usetul knowledge weore eschewed
—and to please the importunity of the
children—to pay proper respect to the
teacher, whose dignity might not  brook
plain learning so well, and, furthermore,
to graufy the foolish vanity of parents—
boys who could not tell the diflerence be-
tween centro und circumfurence, or distin.
guish hetween a noun and an mterjection,
were forthwith put into Latin.  I'he chil-
dren were delighted with the change—the
change of teachers nnd the change of les-
sons.  Hach one looked with contempt on
his former studies and the teacher who
superintended them ; and looked forward
to the period when they should become
royal professors themselves, an have royal
times of it, and take very Parnanssus by
storm.

Time passed on, and the inhabitants of
Bloomingville congratulated themselves
on having scecured the services of so able
a Professor. He was regarded ns the grea-
test philosopher of the age.  lle not only
understood all the discoveries made since
the flood, but wade some himself, with
which he contemplated soon to astound
the natives—not ol our humble, little vill.
age, but of the world.  He had also formed
very long und learned theories, which
were exceedingly mystified, and so the
people did not understand them,  'Uhis,
however, was a prool of the correctness
of the theorics, as any which they would
have understood, could not have been
correct,  OF these theories, 1 will cite
one of the shorest und most plain, that
my readers may judgeof the deep sngacity
of the Professor’s enquiries into the nature
ol truth.

That the days are longer in the sum-
mer thun the winter is u natural fact—
that «ll bodies expund with heat, and
contract withcold, s a natural law - that
the days in the summer ure expanded by
the neat, and the days in winter are con-
tracted by the cold is s nutural inference.
Was there ever a deduction more natu-
ral? ‘I'he above was the theme of one of
the Professor’s lectures, delivered in the
school-room a few evenings afier he had
come to the village : and after detailing
some interesting experiients which he
and his young Iriend, Lord Stanhope, had
made in London with a theometor—an in-
strument which, the Professor said, gave
the condensifaction and rariflication of
heat ; to determine the phenomenn of the
long dayvs in summer, und also some ex.
periments which he and Karl Musgrave
had made, with o spyrometer—an instru.
ment that show. the eadintion ol cold, 1o
explain the phenomena of the short days
i winter, he was enabled to demonstrate
the truth of the above law and jnferunces
to the entire satisfaction of his astunishel
auditors.

He boarded at the village-tavern, and
lodged inthe upper room of the schoul,
which was a building of a story and a-half
and here, late at night, whea every ligh
in the villuge was extinguished, would be
seen the gleam of Prolessor Hardigan’s
lamp. He was polite enough to drop 1
ol an evening, and sce s neighbors [
a few minutes : but such, he said, were
his studious habits, that he enjoyed social
intercourse us the desert ol lite, but hard,
abstruse study us the substantial meat.—
At first he called on his (ricnd and coun-
try woman, Mrs. Margarette Lawson, al-
most every evemng ; but, after Clara's
return, his visits were more seldom, and
less lengthy —which was strange, as the
intelligent like to mingle with those of
kindred spirit ; and cerwainly she was the
best fitted to comprehend und enjoy the
Professor’s profound erudition.  When
he did visit her aunt, Clara used her inge.
nuity to draw him out on particular sub-
jeets, that she might silt his pretensions
somewhat ; but aunt Margarette and the
Professor were both so foad of talking,
that she could scarcely edge in a word ut
all, much less enter into a thorough un.
ravelling;—besides, when she had an op.
portunity, she was afraid to proceed very

| far, lest she might offend the gentleman,

and provoke the ire of her aunt, who had
not sufficiently studied Blair, to have, in
her rhetorie, proper regard to the deco-
rums of time and place, when in a wrath-
ful mood.

In addition to his voluminous reading,
Professor Hardigan devoted much of his
tume to astronomical observations, and had
converted the window seat of his attic dor-
mant into an observatory. Here he sat of|
evenings, with ssveral lamps around him, |
and with arms hent like an Indian bow,
supported a tube directed towards the stas.
From many a window in the village, were
turned the eyes of sire and son, 1o the star
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gazing man of science, as they thought
upon the stupendovs discoveries likely to
be made—und all by the teacher of thoir
school too—"twas stupendous to think of.
True, the tube was a very small one : but
by some discoveries which the Professor
had made in aptics, he had so improved it,
as to bring the moon sufficiently near to
enable him to hear the roar of its sca,—
That the instrument was a good one, may
\ be inferred from the fact, thatby nice cal-
culations made with it, assisted by a good
almanac, he bad actually come within five
minutes of the time of an eclipse, by the
I landlord’s watch, In addition to a valua«
{ ble philosophical ppparatus, contained in
a large chest, he received from Albany,
shortly atter his coming to the 'i"‘fo of
Bloomingville, n box containing philoso.
phical instraments, to be used with his
telescope when looking from his observa.
tory. These instruments were a present
from the Astronomical Society of London,
on account of some discoveries which he
had communicated before his leaving Eng-
land.  The instruments were put into the
sanctum of his attic bed.chamber, whither
no one had access—not even to make his
bed, and so the anticipated pleasuze of see-
ing them was lost, °~
A slight accident, however, happencd

m the usiug of the abovo philosophical in-
struments, jointly with histelescope, which
perhaps, may be of some interest to my
readers,  The astronomer had mounted
his observatory as usuul, and commenced
his starry speculations, He was in the
habit, generully, of muttering to himself
while 50 engnged ; but, this evening ho
was more boisterous than ever.  One of
the villagers, who was curious in astronom
ical matters, had gone to the school.room
for the purpose ol heuring, if possible, what
the philosopher was saying. The villager
was asimple hearted man, and had heard
1 thut wicked men, by magical incantations
{to the stars, had wrought much mischief;
and it was not clear to him, that the
strange conduct of the school.man, had
good in it.  He placed his back against
one of the elms, and continued to witness
the behavior of Professer Hardigan, and
listen to his singular language, until he fell
asleep.  T'he astronomer meanwhile con-
tinued his speculations, until his large
heud and shoulders declined rather much
froma perpendicular—he lost his centre
of gravity—his centriflugal force over-
enme the centripetal—there was a crash
of the dormant.window-seat observatory,
and the rattling of chaivs and lelelc?o—
the burning lamps fell on the head and
breast of the affrighted star.gazer, setting
fire to his gorgeous ruffles and his greasy
bushy head,—and Phwton-like, he was
hurled towards the earth, “flanma rutilos
populante capillos.” "T'he noise awakened
the sleeping villager ;—and, opening his
eyes he looked up with consternution,——
He had not time to move his limbs—but
the action of the mind is quicker than that
ol the body.  As the fiery meteor descen-
ded, he recollected that Hardigan had said
he had often drawn  down the moon ; and
the idea presented itsoll; that he had now
drawn dowr a star——or, remembering that
the Professor dealt in estrology, be
thought he had drawn down the devil upon
him ; und the next instant he thought just
nothing at all—for the astronomer’s large
bony head struck his, fairly knocking out
his senses, and both lay extended on the
ground.  The attic dormant was dim, for
the obsurver, like the lost Pleiad, bad van-
ished from his place. When the royal
professor was taken up to his dormitory,
he exhibited every appearance of being
royally drank ; nnd the fumes of his breath
ruther bore testimony against ham : but
yet it was hard to judge rashly, for he had
never been known to purchase a glass of
drink of Mr. Krause during the time he
bourded at the tavern.  ‘I'he key was left,
however, a few days aflter in the door

which led into the upper apartment, and

as boys will be prying into mysteries, they
endeavoured to get a peep into the box of
phulosophical instruments from Albany,
aud, on looking n, discovered two kegs,
neatly packed, which, to credit the evi-
dence of the ollactory” nerves, contained
brandy. But, says one of the little boys,
more considerate than the rest, * Well!
what if'itis brandy 7 May it not be one
uf the transparcnt media that the professor
tells us about, through which "o contem-
plates the moon 1" Who knows that tho
simple youth was not right?
We will now turn our attention to ano.
ther person whom we have lost sight for
some time. Herman Lincoln returned,
but ere he had reached the village, ru.
mour apprised him of the sad reverses
that had befallen him—the loss of his
school, and, worse than that the loss of
his sweetheart ; for it was also reported
that Professor Hardigan was unremitting
in his attention to Clara ; and cold must
have been the heart that could have resis-
ted the soft rhetoric of so learned a man.—
Lincoln was still in feebiz health, and this
intelligence was any thing else than a bal.
sun. He was disposed 10 be a little
Jealous, and could now readily credit the
[uithl-ssness of Clara, since his patrons had
cast him off, '
The parents, in foct, were ashamed to
sce him after the manner in which they
had treated him, but the children had all
all their former regard awakened at the
sight of one who had always treatod them
with g0 much kindness. They fared
differently now ; for the professor’s bony
knuckles, like a bag of marbles, were
continually rattling about their little re-
publican heads. . This they and their pa-
rents cousidered a violation of their reser-
ved rights ; for while they left all that ex-
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